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by Courtney Cox 
Let's talk, you and I. 
Let's talk about fear. 
Few ever experience it in its true, raw 
form. Sure, many may recall those horrible 
moments of wondering if the car will start, but 
that's not what we're discussing here. Fear 
causes one to go clammy, to stop thinking, 1:0 
wish for death. 
I know what fear is. So does Brian, my 
brother, though he won't speak of it. Somehow, 
s~ply calling up those memories to talk about, 
makes the body cold to the bone again ••• stiff ••• 
slimy with sweat ••• 
As small children, we loved visiting Nana 
and Grandad at the farm. There was a large 
rolling velvet orchard in front, edged with rows 
of silent cows (and one terribly fascinating bull). 
The big woods across the creek was full of old, 
gnarly trees, thick rugs of; moss, and flitting 
fairies. So, because there, were so' many 
diversions out there on the farm, we found end-
less excuses for not playing in the old barn, 
a huge, ageless, well-preserved structure which 
promised unconditional death to us. 
"Why don't you ever swing on the tire that 
(}randad hung in the barn just for you?" Nana 
would plead with us. Our replies ranged from 
the sun being too bright to the playhouse needing 
redecoration, but we always had one. Always. 
We,' d f el tit ever since we were tiny, when 
once Grandad took us into the barn to show off 
his new Gurnsey, Aunt Millie. Immediately after 
ehtering the gloom, we both stopped dead. Some~ 
thing in the 10ft wanted us. Pressing waves of 
hatred pushed through the floorboards from above, 
penetrating and freezing U8. Grandad, mystified 
and concerned, hurried us out into theusunshine 
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when he saw our suddenly pasty faces. 
Years later, when we were told the legend 
of the Creeper, out eyes met and we nodded, 
understanding finally. 
The old story claimed that her name before 
death had been Hattie. She was a darling, pretty 
little ' thing, but partially retarded, thus thought 
to be "possessed." Her family, the respectable 
Starns, had moved clear across the country to 
the new farm to escape the shame. They decided 
that something had to be done with Hattie to 
avoid that same disgrace in their new home. 
That "something" ended in Hattie's being chained 
to the hayloft, neat the tiny high window in the 
barn. She remained there her entire life, looking 
out the grimy window, her mind filled with burning 
hatred. She died on her thirty-first birthday, 
lonely and bitter, hoping desperately to find 
the company in death that she'd been unable to 
have in life. She'd been creeping about the 
10ft ever since, looking for that company, as 
she would for all eternity •••• 
Knowing the source of our fear somehow didn't 
deplete it. Rather, we both made silent 
resolutions never to allow ourselves to pooh-pooh 
the legend as we grew older, nor to everlook 
the horrid significance of our first encounter 
with the Creeper. 
So when we moved to the farm when Nana and 
Grandad died, the year after Brian became a 
teenager, we simply skirted the barn at all cost, 
questions unnecessary. It had become second 
nature, being comparable only to placing a hand 
on a red-hot stove burner--once--and never, ever 
doing it again. 
Thus, it was without a second's hesitation 
that we shook our heads silently and solidly 
when Bret, the hulking fool next door, proposed 
one thick evening that we spend the night in our 
10ft to "pay our respects to the Creeper." Our 
adamant refusals only heightened his insistend 
whining. After exhausting every juvenile 
persuasive tactic that his tiny mind could 
conceive, he leaped from his yard chair and 
lumbered toward the barn. 
Brian and I looked long at one another, 
eyes bulging with fear in the rapidly fading 
dusk. We couldn't allow it to happen--not even 
to Bret. We sprinted after his figure, catching 
up only seconds before he bent to enter the 
easy-access door. He shook off our tackles and 
disappeared into the black hole before we could 
gain our feet again. 
Standing slowly, we looked up into Hattie's 
tiny window. We felt her grinning down at us 
from its blackness. Then our attention turned 
again to Bret, who could be heard hauling himself 
clumsily up the steep 10ft stairs as he laughed 
.and dared us to follow. He reached the summit 
and we heard him scuffling about a bit ••• and 
then a thud followed by dead, thick silence. 
Swallowing our terror, we dove through the 
doorway, then raced to the 10ft stairs, taking 
them three at a leap. At the top, realizing 
where we were, we stopped, clinging to one 
another in the dark. A sound of thick, wet 
breathing was approaching us from the direction 
of Hattie's window. Chests contricting, we 
stumbled forward, then fell hard on the dusty 
floor boards. Groping in the darkness, we 
discovered that we'd been tripped by a large, 
rather flabby body. Bret. We clutched the hulk 
and began dragging him frantically toward the 
stairs. Looking up briefly, I saw outlined 
against the dull moonlight in the window, a head 
of matted, snarled hair and gnarled shoulders. 
7 
And then it was gone, followed by a deep chuckle. 
Knowing that the flab and hay would 
cushion the fall, we rolled Bret down the steep 
flight, then tumbled over one another, clutching 
the rail, fleeing the horror behind. Tugging 
and pushing Bret's form toward the door, we 
looked up one last time. She was standing in 
a white slash of moonlight, arms at her sides, 
head thrown back, mouth agape, whining her 
eternal lonely rage. 
In our terror, we gave Bret a final shove 
and popped him through the small door, tumbling 
out onto him. He began to grunt as he came to. 
Bret later told us that he'd knocked himself 
out on a low beam--but he couldn't imagine how 
he had gotten such large, nasty bruises on his 
ribs and arms. We didn't tell him out part of 
the tale. We never even discussed it privately. 
What could possibily be said? 
/ 
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Sneaking through the stadium, she looked 
for a way out. Someone motioned to her from 
behind a curtain, and she ran in his direction. 
For a moment she hesitated, but she needed to 
trust him; somehow he seemed to understand. 
Together they ran through a darkened hall. She 
ran as fast as she could but couldn't keep up 
with him. Tripping over something, she fe~l 
to the floor. Running back to where she lay, 
he took her into his arms and carried her through 
the hall. Upon reaching a doorway, he entered 
and ran for the window. 
"What are you doing?" she asked. 
"Trust me!" he said, as he threw her out. 
She closed her eyes and waited--waited for 
her life to pass before her eyes. It didn't. 
It didn't because she wasn't falling; her arms 
carried her as if they were wings. 
* 
'Rippling the water beneath her, Eileen 
stretched, then closed her eyes again. Today 
she saw birds--colorful, flying birds allover 
the wall~ Throwing back the covers, she crossed 
the room and sat down by the window. 
Water splashed against the window, began as 
a single drop, then slid to meet another. The 
heavier drop moved quickly to meet a third. 
Unable to hold its own weight, it turned into 
a stream of water that raced down the pane. 
When it reached the bottom, the stream collided 
with the sill and was forced to split and run 
separate ways. She had watched it a hundred times 
and each time it was beautiful. A rainy day was 
a lot easier to appreciate if there was something 
/~ 
about it to enjoy. 
Pulling her nightgown over her head, she 
folded it carefully and tucked it into the white 
lacey pillow sham. It certainly was a beautiful 
sham and the perfect complement to the white 
lace curtains. Eil~en had decorated her room 
completely in white. The curtains and bed-
spread were white, as were the walls, carpet, 
and furniture. Her mother didn't appreciate her 
decorating taste, but Eileen felt it was because 
her parent wasn't creative enough. She had 
decided on white surroundings,because white gave 
her room to imagine, to be creative. If there 
was wallpaper on the walls or a pattern on the 
bedspread, she couldn't use her imagination; she'd 
have to see it as it was. White left her room 
for what could be. Today it was birds. 
After running a brush through her hair, she 
pulled it back into a french braid and added a 
pale pink ribbon to match her shorts. On her 
way out of the room, she stopped to check 
herself in the mirror to see if she looked 
prgsentable. Her mother had once accused her 
of knowing she was pretty, but actually it 
wasn't true. Eileen felt - that people noticed 
her, but not because of her looks. She felt that 
somehow people knew what she was thinking, and 
if she looked presentable they might accept her 
anyway. Surveying her hands, she noticed that 
the polish was chipped, and she took time to 
touch it up before she made her way to the 
kitchen for breakfast. 
In the livingroom, Mr. Murphy and Danny 
wer rolling on the floor and throwing fake 
punches at each other. "Playing hookey 
again?" she asked, even though she was well 
acquainted with the situation. She remembered 
when she was in Danny's place and spent long 
afternoons with her father; he usually worked 
nights and weekends. But when Eileen entered 
high school, they began to grow apart, and 
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Mr. Murphy soon found Danny to be a good 
substitute. She didn't feel any resentment; 
he hadn't consciously replaced her. As it was, 
she had preferred to spend her time more con-
structively. 
In the kitchen, last night's dishes were 
still on the counter. Although it wasn't her turn, 
she felt the complusion to do them. Dirty dishes 
disturbed the order. When she finished, she headed 
for the refrigerator, totally expecting not to 
find , anything. In Eileen's house there was never 
any food, at least not as far as she was concerned. 
Her mother insisted that it was only food to 
Eileen if it was loaded with sugar. Opening the 
door, she was surprised to find the refrigerator 
full. Apples, bananas, lettuce, cheddar--every-
thing she loved. For a moment she hesitated as 
she scanned the meats, then helped herself to a 
wedge of cheese and a glass of milk. After a 
moment, the door from the desk opened and in 
walked Eileen's mother. 
"Good morning, Eileen!" 
"Have you ever wondered what an animal feels 
right before it's slaughtered?" 
"Oh, Eileen! - What are your plans for tonight?" 
·"I'm going to a party at Maureen's." 
"Oh, that'll be fun. Don't be too late." 
* 
"Stop! Come on stop! I'm not ticklish!" 
Eileen said, as she rose to a standing position. 
"Oh, come on, everybody's ticklish." 
In a last attempt to prove himself, he 
dove at her. To his surpise, he landed in 
empty space; she had already begun to run across 
the field. Scrambling to his feet, he travelled 
as fast as he could in an attempt to catch up 
with her. She turned and headed for the lake. 
He had her now; when she reached the lake, she'd 
be cornered. Anticipating victory, he started 
to slow. But she just kept running. She headed 
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right for the water. 
"Eileen! Eileen, what are you ••• " Amazement 
stopped him in mid sentence. Instead of falling 
down into the lake, she rose to the sky. Silence 
filled her ears as all of her energy was directed 
toward flight. Gliding on a current of security, 
she circled the lake. Scaling tree tops and 
skimming water, both were in her control. 
* 
A nudge to the foot awakened her. Startled, 
she sat up and inspected the surrounding area 
for the culprit. She didn't see him, but had 
her suspicions when she saw the raised tunnel 
of earth passing by her feet. Wanting to write, 
she had come outside after the rain had cleared, 
hoping to be inspired. She had situated herself 
under a great old oak tree at the t top of a hill. 
What made this spot outstanding was the view of the 
lake below. This was also, however, the favorite 
spot of many animals. Leaning against the tree, 
she picked up her notebook and attempted to write. 
Nothing came to mind. Frustrated, she filled the 
spac.e with a comment. "I wonder how many moles 
die in cave-ins." 
Feeling slightly chilled, she collected her 
belongings and started for the house. In her room, . 
she drew back the curtains, so that she could still 
benefit from the sun, and then sat down at her 
desk to write. Stuck in the back of her book, she 
found the notes to a story she had once started. 
"What do you do when you constantly 
feel like you're walking on a tight 
rope--standing on a thin line between 
reality and what is not, the wind 
whipping against your skin and 
making the rope tremble and you 
along with it? What can you do 
when your dreams don't come true, 
or when you haven't any dreams?" 
Wadding it up, she threw it into the waste basket 
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and tried for something else. 
Summing up her thoughts, Eileen put away her 
notebook and began to dress for the party. It 
was a casual get-together, so jeans would be 
appropriate, but she put on a burgundy blouse 
just to dress it up a little, It had been several 
months since she had gone to a get-together. Her 
last turn as hostess had been back in February, 
and she imagined that that was the last time she'd 
seen her friends. Mostly she spent weekends by 
herself. It was a good time to collect her thoughts 
and write them down. 
Putting on the finishing touches, Eileen 
grabbed her purse and headed for the door. The air 
outside was fresh after the rain, and Maureen's 
house was within walking distance. It felt good 
to be out. She should walk to Maureen's more 
often. She loved going to Maureen's. Her house 
was not only large but was skillfully decorated 
in a contemporary style. Maureen's mother had 
a real eye for decorating and luckily had the money 
to see it through. Large hanging baskets, ceiling 
length windows and shimmering wallpaper adorned 
every room. It was beautiful! Eileen rang the 
bell .and waited 'patiently. Mrs. Meredith answered 
the · door. 
"Oh, Eileen, do come in. I haven't had the 
pleasure of seeing you in such a long time. How 
have you been? The kids are dowstai~s. You know 
where that is, don't you?" 
"Yes, thank-you very much, ma'am." 
Eileen made her way to the basement, stopping 
periodically to admire her surroundings. Maureen's 
house was the most fun to come to, that was 
true. The room they all gathered in had grass 
green carpet and sleek white walls. In the middle 
of the room was a pool table, and off to the 
left side stood a bar and a dance floor. There 
was a fireplace on the right wall and white 
over-stuffed pillows thrown on the floor 
served as furniture. 
Jb 
At the bottom of the staircase, Eileen 
turned to her left an4 opened the door. The 
room was empty, completely empty. Not only were 
her friends not there, but the carpet had been 
taken up, and everything had been taken out. Even 
the pool table was gone. Why had everything 
been taken out, and where was everybody? Maybe 
she was wrong. Maybe she wasn't supposed to be 
herer tonight. Then she saw it. And it was clear. 
Written in white ietters, on the mirror that 
had once hung above the bar, Eileen read the 
following words: "Imagine You Have Friends." 
* Running alone through the woods, shadows 
chased her. With outstretched arms, she ran 
dodging the trees. Terrified, she tried to 
escape. Throwing her arms out to the sides, 
she furiously waved them up and down, faster 
and faster. Her feet lifted slightly off the 
ground and she continued in a forward motion. 
She passed over a hill and down through a valley. 
Then she started to fall. She worked her arms 
even harder, but they didn't carry her. Head 
over heels, she tumbled down the hill. Rain 
drenched leaves clung to her body as she 
continued to roll. She screamed out in pain 
as her speed threw her into the air and back 
down onto a branch. But her outcry had no effect; 
she continued to fall. Then she felt different . 
Her lungs filled with water and she gasped for 
air. Struggling, she tried to reach the surface. 
Then she stopped trying. 
* 
In her corner of her room, alone, 
girl sits. Through the exposed window 
can be seen, but not by unseeing eyes. 
paint brush is lifted, the final stroke 
a tear falls. In darkness, she cries. 
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"Oh, bother." exclaimed Irving as he was jol t ed 
awake late one June morning to a totally unexpected 
and uninvited attack on his log. Someone or some-
.thing with a lot of nerve was rocking and jerking the 
decrepit log right out of its dirt foundationl 
Rather befuddled, a8 was his tendancy soon after 
rising, Irving slid from his delightfully snug bed 
and hastily scrambled toward his emergency outlet, a 
nasty little tunnel which he despised, since it was 
often host to those intolerably rude ants but was, all 
the same, a suitable alternative to being smashed by 
the madly thumping log. Before Irving could reach 
safety, however, the log was thrown back with a mighty 
shove and groan. Instantly, his pleasantly musty-
moist living roo. was flooded with nosey sunlight. 
"Mummy, Mummy I Come look! A fat slimy slugl" 
Offended in the extreme, Irving shuffled even 
more quickly toward the emergency exit, though he 
found the sunshine to be quite disconcerting since, 
like all well-bred slugs, he preferred damp darkness 
at all times. The next thing he knew, the horrid lit-
. tIe boy. was POKING him in a MOST disrespectful way. 
IrYing, thoroughly incensed by then, was not a slug 
who prided himaelfon being particularly self-restrained; 
thus he turned to meet his adversary. 
He decided that since the prodding stick was his 
only chance at the sadly misbehaving boy, he would 
scramble up it to make his confrontation. Unfortu-
nately, however, when he started to clamber up the 
stick, the foolish child squealed and flung a dazed 
Irving as far as he could. 
Somewhat uncomfortable, Irving squirmed as he 
rushed through the cool park air. He landed with a 
soft "plop" in a convenient tuft of crabgrass. Re-
gaining his dignity with some effort, he tried to re-
orient himself. He'd never ventured so far from his 
beloved log before, and he was irked about being 
forced to do so then--especially at such a god-for-
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aaken hour of the day. The sun was causing his skin 
to become tight and ill-fitting,~a totally alien and 
thoroughly unpleasant sensation to Irving, since he 
had an unusually moist epidermis, even for a slug. 
In fact, he boasted the longest, thickest .. best-
enduring slug trails in his circuit. 
In hopes of finding another comfortably crum .... 
bling log, he decided to journey to the North (always 
a good selection). So, scuffling and twisting his 
way out of the bristly, knife-edged crabgrass, Irving 
set off, never guessing that he was less than twelve 
inches from Route-46, where four lanes of traffic 
charged by in excess of 60 miles per hour. 
Twenty minutes later, he reared back in pain 
when he started onto the bubbling black asphalt. Irri-
tated and rather frightened by the windy, whizEing 
cars, Irving turned back into the cool forest of grass. 
Suddenly, violently, a speeding motor~Qar veered onto 
the shoulder, spewing rocks and jagged bits of glass. 
Irving died instantly, in mid thought--IfI wonder if 
this horrible sun could possibly impair my lovely 
trails ••• " 
The car, however, luckily righted itself again 
and sped off importantly. 
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by Yvonne Stanifer Daniel 
The snow vas collecting on the windowsill 
outside, and Timothy's mind wandered trom his work-
sheet. He was supposed to circle ill the groups of 
three items since the lesson was on the number three, 
but he had been absentmindedly circling all the groups, 
whether they had two, four, or fi va circus animals in 
them. It was the twenty-first day of December, anel 
he hadn't gotten Mom and Dad '21 presents yet. All 
his older brothers and sisters had alre~ gotten the 
presents they were going to give. His oldest brother 
Bob, had made a pipe rack for Dad and a wooden utensil 
set for his Mom in his woodworking class. Susan, who 
at fifteen was two years younger than Bob, had made 
a counted cross stitch sampler for both parents. 
Being the most artistic of all the ldds, she had 
wr1 tten the poem in it harself, and also used an 
original design tor the sampler. Beth, his lIhiJl1' 
eleven-year-old sister, had bought handkerchief. tor 
their tather and a cookbook tor their mother with 
money she had saved trom her allowance. His brother 
Michael, lIho vaa three years older th8ll 'l'1mothy, had 
made up a book ot oertificates tor his mom and Gad, 
'Which they. could exchange tor work aroWld the house. 
But 1'1mothy hadnlt even thought ot a~ tor 
his parents. 
He was not a good drawer like Susan, or good at 
making things like Bob. He didn't even have an;r money, 
except seventy cents he had managed to save over the 
past three 1f8eks. "I'll never have a present ready 
by Christmas, II Timothy JIIU11Ibled, not seeing the shadow 
. over his desk. 
"Timoth,y, what's wrong? You 1ft been working on 
this sheet tor ten minutes, and TOU have not tollowed 
instructions. You were supposed to circle groups ot 
three, as in the model. If you can I t keep your mind 
OD your work during school hours, then you III just 
have to stay atter school." Mrs. Wagner IS voice .s 
tull of frustration, and it broke through 'l'imothy"s 
daze. 
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Timothy snapped alert in his chair, and he 
looked up at Ml-s. Wagner. He could see she was pretty 
tired of his dawdling and dreaming. She had had to 
soold him several times this past week for his 
unattent1veness, and today she wasnlt in the mood tor 
his mental wandering. 
"I'm 801T.Y, Mrs. Wagner, 1111 pay more attention, 
I prom •• ," 1'1motlv' spoke as his head dropped vi th 
apology. 
"Well, Timothy', I would like to g1 va you another 
chanc., but you lve promised m. so many times alread1' 
that you would not daydream, and you've broken your 
proms.. live got no choice but to keep you atter 
sohool." Mrs. Wagner tried to keep her face stern, 
but it _s hard. Timothy vas a good little boy, even 
though he did get into more than his share of mischief. 
Christmas seemed to be the time of year when even the 
good students had a hard time conoentrating. 
The bell rang at 3 0 'clock, and all the other 
children aroWld Timothy started their mad rush tor the 
cloak closet with papers to be taken home clutched in 
their hands. Timothy stared hard at his desk and held 
"back his tears. --11m only six years old, and all 1 can 
do is get in trouble. --I can It even get a Christmas 
present tor Mom and Dad. He looked up to see Mrs. 
Wagner sitting at her desk grading papers and putting 
s~ Christmas stickers on all the perfect worksheets. 
He got up to see what she would want him to do for a 
punishment. As he stood by' her desk, he sav his paper, 
with all its wrong answers circled, on top of the pile. 
"Timothy, I want you to take a clean worksheet 
to your desk and do it correctly. Then you may leave." 
Mrs. Wagner handed him the paper, and he shuf'fied back 
to his seat. As he started to circle the groups ot 
three with a purple crayon, he concentrated really 
hard on what he vas doing, and tried to keep all 
thoughts about Christmas out ot his head. His little 
forehead was all scrunched up, and his mouth had a 
very determined set to it. Finally, atter f'i ve minutes 
ot trying to look serious, Timothy tinished the 
worksheet and took it up Mrs. Wagner to ha va it 
j2, 
checked. 
"Well, Timothy, 11m glad to eee that when you 
real.l.y try you can get your work done. You can leave 
now. " Mrs. Wagner gave Timothy" a reaseuring smile. 
Timothy turned around to go get his coat and 
scarf, his mind returning to the problem of finding 
a present for his parents. 
"Remember, 'l'lmothy, tomorrow is our Christmas 
part,y, so don I t forget to bring the cooldes your 
mother 1s mald.ng." Mrs. Wagner had started to gather 
up her thinge on her desk. 
As Timothy walked down the halls, his thoughts 
were three million miles away, absorbed in hie 
problem. He didn't notice the cold as he passed 
through the big double doors to the outside, nor did 
he notice that he had passed the street he usually 
. turned lett on. He just kept _l1d.ng, his eyes glued 
to the sidewalk, till a passing fire truck brought him 
out of his trance. He looked up and found himself in 
a etrange part of town, and suddenly he felt very 
emall and alone. 
Mrs. Osejo had been watching the little boy CC11D8 
down the street, and she had wondered what such a 
emall n1iU. to 11&8 doing out in the cold. 1he boy vas 
small, and she could eee the dark brown hair peeping 
out trom under his hood. He etill had a 11 ttl. baby' 
fat on hie cheeks, and they were red trom the cold. 
IH.s Doee turned up a little, and his face had a ftr7 
serious look on it. AJJ he came up in front of her 
store, a fire truck vent screaming by, and she saw 
him snap to attention. He began looldng around h1ll, 
and when she saw the fear and sadness on his face, 
ehe knew in a moment he was lost.-Well, I'm not 
going to let that pobreeito stand out there and freeze 
to death, she thought to here elf; eo grabbing a 
eweate~ she hurried to her door and called to the 
little boy to come into her- store. 
She could see the tears starting to run dow his 
cheeks, and she saw him wipe them away with his blue 
woolen mittens. He trudged to her door, hie Mickey 
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Mouse book bag dragging through the slush. He hesi-
tated for a moment at the door, looldng caref'ully in 
at the counters and shelves. Then he looked up at 
Mrs. Osejo. Something about her smile reminded him 
of his grandmother, and there vas a friendly' little 
glow in her eyes. He 1IBlked through the door, and 
she olosed ~ t behind him. 
"I saw you standing out there, and you looked 
verr sad. I thought maybe you needed a friend. II 
Mrs. Osejo bent down to look into TimotQy's laoe. 
""", name is Carmen Osejo,but you can call me Carman, 
O.K.? Row sit down over here while I make you some 
hot chocolate." She bustled behind the counter and 
began fiddling with the burner on the stove. 
'l'imothy looked around him at all the shelves. 
Some had food on them, but they had tunny words on 
them that he didn It recognize, like arroz, azucar, cafe, 
and masa. Then there were counters WIth fresh 
vegetab.res and fruit, and over in a refrigerated 
section there were chickens. From the low ceiling 
hung beaut1f'uJ. animals with tissue paper fur and long 
streamers. On the walls were hats with vide colorf'uJ. 
brims, and next, to them were bright woven cape-like 
things. On the back wall, there was a picture of a 
bull and bullfighter, and over it the long, sharp 
homs of a bull. There was nothing else on this wall 
except far a framed newspaper article with the same 
tunny words and a picture of a man in a bullfighter' s 
costume. . 
"Here you are, niJ{ito. n Carmen placed the hot 
ohooelate before T1.motliY. rlIf you are hungry, I have 
some arroz con .~ oh, excuse me, rice with chicken 
on the stoVe-:- the chocalate slowly, it's very 
hot. rI Carmen wiped her hands on her fiowered apron. 
Timothy watched the older lady over the rim or 
his cup as he let the war.m drink chase away the cold 
inside him. --Her hair must be very long, he thought 
to himself, because she had such a long braid piled 
up on her head. Her hair vas still black with streaks 
of sUver shot through it. Timothy watched her move 
as she rolled some dough into a fiat, plate-like shape. 
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Her t1ngers Wr8 a little knotted, and her hand8 
were wrinkled and spotted, but they' vere the sottest 
hands Timotb:y had ever seen. Her tace had the 8_ 
soft qua11 ty in the wrinkles around her eyes and 
mouth. And her eyea, big sott eyes with dark brown 
centers. '!he whi taness ot her teeth stood out 
against her brown skin as she smiled at Timotqr. 
"Pobnsi to. you look so hungry;- even it you won't 
ask tor it, I will fix you something to eat," she 
said as she heaped a bowl with chicken and rice, and 
put it on a plate along with a tortilla. Then she 
prepared a plate for herself and brought both dishes 
to the table where 'l'lmothy vas sitting. 
"Hello, niWo. eat before you disappear in tront 
ot these {jos." Carmen made a · comical:1.y tragic face 
as she po nted to her old eyes. 
Timotb:y had not said a word untU nov, but he bad 
begun to feel at ease and vas beginning to get curious 
about where he was. 
"Please" ma 'am, could you tell me where 1111 at?-
'l'imothy put a JIlouthf'ul of the warm tood in him while 
be waited for the answer. 
"Wh1', nift'o. you are in the fine store ot Carmen 
Osejo. Hare you can get any type ot Spanish food your 
estonaago should desire." Carmen's eyes twinkled as 
she teased him, "Rea.l.lY, you are on Main Street and 
Third. Where are you supposed to be ?" 
"I live on Gardenia Avenue; JIG" name is Tlmoth7, 
and I vas walking home from school and I got lost." 
The words began to tumble out of 'l'imothy before he 
could stop them. Soon he was telling her about 
having to 8~ after school, and his problem of not 
having a Christmas present for his parents. As he 
quieted down, he felt relieved to have shared his 
troubles with someone, but the tears still welled 
up in his eyes. 
Listening to Timothy I s story took Carmen back 
to when she was a little girl. Her family had been 
poor in Mexico, and they had had to work long hours 
for what little they possessed. But Christmas, ah 
ChrisbnaB, was the happiest time ot year, she thought. 
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The beautiful manger scene, Midnight Mass, and the 
special. foods their mother would make. The stories 
their father told them of the Holy Family, and how 
a little burro carried Mary to the stable. Somehow 
their father always had a little present for each 
child. It could be a ball made out of bright 
oolored rags for the boys to play w:l. th, or small 
wooden dolls for the little girls. He could carve 
littJ.e tops for the boys to spin, and one special. 
Christmas he made a beautiful. doll house out of 
sorap wood. It was not painted and fUrnished like 
the ones the rich ~a8 got for Christmas, but it was 
_de with love and fliai shone brighter than any paint. 
All her thoughts came back from her reveries, she saw 
Timotb.y _tching her, hi. big brow eyes moist with 
tears. 
tlBver;ybody else has a present for Mom and Dad, 
except me. All I do is get in trouble and bother 
people. II Timoth:y"s tears had rolled down his cheeka, 
and Carmen felt her heart tug. How could she send 
this little boy home without presents for hia parents. 
Her mind began to race as she tried to think of some 
1nQ' to help the little one -- All, the shawl, the 
white lace shawl I .wore for D\Y' wedding; I do not need 
it anymore and Diego would not Jllind; if he vere 
alive today, he would want me to give it to Timothy; 
nov for his papa, oh, Diego, you would lmow what to 
give a man, what did you al~s want, and she thought 
long and hard -- un sombrero, a fine wide brimmed 
sombrero. 
Carmen jumped up from the table and grabbed 
Timothy I shand. 
"&§2, I have just the gifts for you, come with 
me," and vi til that she led him farther back into the 
store and through a hallwq to where she lived. At 
the foot of her bed vas an old trunk, and she knelt 
to open it. Inside,vrapped in tissue paper vas the 
fine white shawl. She aaw Timothy's eyes light up 
as he saw it untold, and she held it out for him to 
inspect. 
ttl think your mama will have moh more use for 
this than I do. Now that nv husband 1s gone, I don't 
dress as fancy," she fibbed so that Timothy wouldn't 
know it was her wedding shawl. "And tor your papa, 
this fine sombrero." She took it down from the wall 
where it had hung next to a portra1 t of a very' 
beautiful young woman and a very handsome man. 
"My husband thought this to be the best hat 1n 
all of Mexioo. He would want the papa of suoh a fine 
nino to have 1 t, II She gently placed 1 t on the bed. 
"Now we unlst wrap these presents so you oan take them 
home, tI And with that she began loold.ng for boxes to 
place them in. 
"But, Carmen, I oan I t take these things without 
paying for them, am all I have 18 seventy oents I" 
he said as he extracted the linty' ohange from h1s ; 
jeans pooket. 
"Don I t worry, n:l.!{o you have just the right 
amount for them. II ~ds vere already wrapping up 
the presents. "You oan leave the money on the oounter . 
when you leave." 
As TimotIv prepared to go, he thought about his 
new-found friend. --I hope she has a good Christmas. 
"Carmen, will your family oome vis1 t you on 
Christmaa like ll\Y famil.y' visits Or8J11D8.? tt 
"No, nifio, I only had my Diego, and he passed 
away last year." Carmen felt a 11 ttle sad now after 
all her joy over . helping Timothy. Diego and Carmen 
had never had ohildren, but they had been haPPY' with 
eaoh other. When Diego had died, Carmen had thought 
her world had ended. She had only the little store 
to tend, and somehow that had kept her going. 1be 
store and her mElllories of Diego when he was a ;J'DUDg, 
strong bullfighter were her only oompani01'l8. 
Carmen glanced up at the olook, and seeing that 
it was a quarter till six, she jUIIPed. 
".Ay, nif(o J your parents will be worried. We 
must get you on a bus home." She grabbed the seventy 
oents and a sweater, and hurrying out the door with 
Timothy; she just managed to get to the bus stop 'as 
the bus pulled up. 
"George, let this 11ttle boy' ott at Qarde~a 
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Avenue, O.K.?" Carmen plunked the change into the 
stile and found Timothy a seat. Getting off the bus, 
she waved to Timothy as the bus pulled away. She 
saw his mouth moving, but she couldn It make out what 
he was s¢ng. 
MLdnight Mass had been beautiful, and she would 
go to the Mass toda;y also. That was how she vould 
spend har Christmas now that Diego was gone. Carmen 
va. sitting in har rocker crocheting when she heard 
a knock on har door. As she vent to the door to see 
who it could be, she heard voices singing It Joy to the 
World. .. --Ab, some carolers have come by, she thought. 
As she op&ned the door, she realized these vere not 
carolers. For there stood Timothy' and behind him vas 
his tamil.y. In their arms were presents and food. 
"Carmen, when I told them about your ar ••• arro 
••• arroz con POll~8)" decided to come taste rr-
for themselves." thyls eyes twinkled up at 
Carmen as he teased her, . "and also to share our 
Christmas with you. You never have to be alone 
. again because we III be your fam1l.y. II 
Carmen could only smile and wipe tears from her 
eyes. --Dieio, ~vill have a Christmas. 
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